CHAPTER 196 


November 9, 2011 


The blue pill opens your eyes 
Is there a better way? 

A new religion prescribed 

To those without the faith 
“...That’s a shit ton of albums.” 


As had slowly been becoming a regular habit, Justin had made his way to the park 
bench by the river bed, where Naoto seemed rather pre-occupied. At first it seemed 
like she was just sitting there, reading... SOMETHING; but as Justin got closer it 
appeared that she had a CD player plugged into her ears, a stack of CDs to her CD. 
She was examining another one of those cards; but alas, it seemed she was more 
interested in the music than anything. | think the tip of the iceberg was that she was 
actually listening to Justin’s music. Apparently Justin’s short little demonstration 
with Era Vulgaris in the music store a week ago had tickled her fancy. She wasn’t 
sure she was a fan of rock n’ roll in the slightest; she was more of a fan of classical. 
But even then, she found herself very interested in how cryptic the lyrics for most of 
these songs were. It’s a shame Naoto had to go and fuck Maya over on several 
occasions, because Maya would be more than happy to show her a thing or two 
about psychedelic rock; and god knows Naoto could probably get into Pink Floyd. All 
the same, Naoto was very well aware that Justin was a Queens of the Stone Age fan, 
so the moment he heard him sneaking up from behind she immediately slid the 
albums off the bench in an attempt at trying to hide any evidence that they might 
have a common taste in music. Even if she wasn’t ashamed to admit it, which she 
entirely was, she knew Justin would never stop rubbing it in her face if he ever 
found out she liked something he liked. 


“Luh... have no idea what you’re talking about.” Naoto remarked defensively, trying 
to play dumb. Perhaps she neglected to notice that the earbuds were still in her ear; 
perhaps she neglected to realize Justin could still see the aloums scattered across 
the ground to the side. All she had managed to do was crack her brand new CDs... 
and kind of piss Justin off in the process. How dare she crack such sacred artifacts? 
Hell; he’d take them if she didn’t want them... even if he already had half those 
albums... 


Dear god, he was becoming that stoner from the music store, wasn’t he? 


“I’m not blind you know.” Justin rolled his eyes a bit as he made his way over to the 
other end of the park bench. Technically that was a lie, what with having one eye 
burnt out and everything, but he was still determined to keep that a secret. It was 
kind of hard all things considered though when he bumped into walls more often 
than not. And don’t even get started on stairs. Justin still hadn’t quite gotten over 
his Climacophobia to start with, and quite frankily, while climbing stairs for five days 
had helped at first; now all Justin could think about was those barbed wire steps and 
racing to beat his shadow to his friends. It had probably made his phobia worse. 
Needless to say, when you have no depth perception, it doesn’t exactly make 
climbing stairs all that much easier. He had fallen a couple times from misplacing 
his foot, but thankfully Chie was there to catch him. He always could count on her to 
help him when he was in need. She was like his guardian angel in more ways than 
one. “I’m assuming you didn’t just come out here to listen to Stoner Rock, right?” 
Justin changed the topic as he slid in to his seat. After all, the only time he had ever 
seen Naoto out here was when she was doing something related to that case of 
hers. And he could clearly see the card in front of her anyway; so she wasn’t going 
to play this one off with a horrible lie either. Naoto rubbed at her nose for a brief 
moment before yanking her ear buds out and neatly wrapping them around her CD 
player. 


“To tell you the truth, | haven't been in contact with Grampa lately. | wanted to 
confirm the items | assume the Phantom Thief stole, but... Our secretary Yakushiji- 
san passed along a message, saying he went to visit an ailing friend in America. 
Since then, | haven't been able to reach either Grampa or Yakushiji-san's cell 
phone...” Naoto mumbled to herself. She wasn’t sure why she was imparting this 
information on to Justin of all people; she doubted he even cared. Of course, as 
much as Justin hatred America and how much he loved Inaba; he did have to admit 
that sometimes he missed San Diego, so the mere mention of America had caught 
his attention. 


“An old friend?” 


“Indeed. Detective Allen Benedict. He and my grandfather worked on a case 
together a long time ago.” Naoto explained slightly. Justin’s eyes widened slightly 
as Naoto identified the man by name, however; the explanation only being slightly 
necessary as it answered Justin’s second question. Explaining the man’s 
occupation... well... that was something Justin already knew. What a small world 
after all. 


“No shit? My father used to do work with that guy. He came over to the house from 
time to time for work. Nice guy; good cop.” Justin mused to himself, a slight smile 
creeping across his face. There were very few cops Justin found reliable in any 
shape or form, but Benedict always struck him as a good guy. He was getting old 
though; Justin heard he retired a year or two before he moved to Inaba. He didn’t 


think he was sick or anything though. A real shame, the world needed more cops 
like him. 


“Seems our families have more in common than we once believed.” Naoto chuckled 
to herself slightly. And to think Justin hated her that much without even knowing 
that her family was good friends with a friend of his. Of course, she hadn’t really 
taken into account how he treated his ‘friends through extension.’ Yosuke was still 
missing one of his teeth from the last time he ticked him off; he should be thankful 
it wasn’t one of his front teeth. “On to business. | received a new challenge in the 
mail today.” Naoto decided to change the subject. She realized that discussing 
friendship or anything like that with Justin was a bad idea when she was the ‘friend’ 
in question. “Writing on the Card: Jury to not rest, or rout for fable. Minus 40, Minus 
4... The sentence as written is gibberish... Is this part of the riddle...? And this... 
"Minus 40, Minus 4"... On its own, it means nothing. Perhaps the "minus" part is 
important...” 


“Oh boy, more bullshit that barely makes sense. Who the hell is writing this 
dumbass riddles?” Justin remarked with exasperated annoyance and sarcasm. 
These puzzles had no true logic behind them, it was all guess work and bullshit 
solutions that could or could not work. Usually when you had a puzzle the question 
was very clear about what you had at your advantage to make a logical deduction 
based on the information you have. Minus 40, minus 4? No. “I don’t know, subtract 
the fortieth letter and the fourth letter?” Naoto paused for a moment, rubbing her 
chin a bit as the comment struck her ears. Justin was just half assing an answer, 
but... he may have just given her an idea. 


“Subtract 40...? Aha! Subtract 40 from the sentence...” Naoto’s eyes lit up like two 
twin light bulbs. Justin was very confused at first; as he should be given that his 
solution was just some bullshit he had come up with in a matter of two seconds as a 
basis of thinking of an actual solution that wasn’t completely stupid. God forbid the 
answer to these puzzles actually make sense. "Jury to not rest, or rout for fable. 
From there you subtract 40 and 4... Notice the unnatural comma in the phrase... It 
corresponds to the two numbers. Subtract the letters in "forty" from the first part, 
and the ones in "four" from the second!” 


“Alright. Sure. Why not. I’ve given up trying to make sense of any of this by this 
point.” Justin remarked with annoyance, shaking his head from side to side and 
crossing his arms with disbelief. It made as much sense as anything he could come 
up with he supposed, but that didn’t make it any less ridiculous and stupid. He just 
couldn’t believe that their culprit sat down and said ‘No, this is a great puzzle.’ 
Perhaps that was the point; after all, he didn’t want Justin or Naoto solving his 
puzzles, correct? Even then, if this was a game to see how smart Naoto truly was, 
Justin doubted that an entirely circumstantial solution such as that was really 
challenging anyone’s wits. 


“What remains is: "jun es, t able"... Junes, table!! That's it! Let's go!” 


“| knew it was here...” 


Justin rather reluctantly accompanied Naoto over to Junes where they searched 
pretty much every single table there. He wasn’t all that surprised when he found 
that it had been taped underneat the table the Investigation Team usually used for 
their meetings, though he did find it ridiculous. All of this was ridiculous. If this shit 
with his father wasn’t so important, he would have called it quits by now. He didn’t 
have time for all of this; especially when the culprit seemed to be stealing shit as 
insignificant as ballpoint pens and fake detective badges... and family pictures. The 
culprit could keep Justin’s snapshots for all he cared... he didn’t want them anyway. 


“This is another of the seven detective tools | made... You can use it as a normal 
pen, but it also has a penlight and a miniature telescope. | thought | had lost this. | 
didn't think Grampa still had it... Hmhm, neither my Grampa nor myself can stand 
to throw things away...” Naoto mused to herself for a moment. She herself had a 
habit of hoarding case files even after a case was over, but that was more for her 
job than it was for prosperities sake or a need to hang onto the cases... Though 
perhaps it was also partially the latter as well. Still, she’d never think her 
grandfather would hold onto such childish memorabilia. Was it really all that 
important to him? It was... just a toy after all. A somewhat useful toy she supposed, 
but a toy nonetheless. 


“I’m just waiting for the plastic knives and nerf guns by this point.” Justin remarked 
ever so sarcastically as he tugged the pen out of her hand to examine it himself. 
She probably would have snatched it right back if she wasn’t caught a little off 
guard by Justin predicting one of her seven detective tools. What, just because she 
wanted to solve crimes didn’t mean she wasn’t a child. She liked to play cops and 
robbers just as much as any other kid would. Too bad there was never anyone to 
actually play cops and robbers with, so she was stuck imagining there were other 
children there. Like temporary imaginary friends almost. “Still... this is pretty nifty. | 
can imagine it being useful if you needed to write or read in the dark.” 


“When this pen was still mine... | was just a child, dreaming of becoming a 
detective. But being a man or a woman... | never thought about it. The lack of peers 
to compare myself to might have contributed to that. | had no friends... | was quite 
the outsider then, too. But... why is it that, compared to the time | spent utterly 
alone... | worry more now that I'm with you and the others? | feel that... I'm 
undergoing a change.” Naoto mused to herself for a moment. She had spent much 
of her time making gizmos such as that in her freetime; she’d like to say that it had 
to do with her lack of friends, but she couldn’t say for certain. Still, musing on the 
matter made her have to wonder why she was less worried about everything when 
she had no friends as when she did. Justin just rubbed the back of his head a but. 
He was sick of hearing the whole no friend story by this point to be honest, and this 


was coming from a guy who himself didn’t have friends until he met Maya; but even 
then, being worried ever since she became involved with the investigation team...? 


“Well given | did try to burn down your house...” Justin mumbled very quietly to 
himself. 


“What was that?” 


“Nothing. | didn’t say anything.” Justin jumped slightly, eyes wide. Thankfully Naoto 
didn’t quite hear what he had said, but she was still very suspicious. Justin needed 
to make a note to himself to keep his mouth shut when he was contemplating the 
matters of arson, especially when the near victim of said arson was right in front of 
him. That’s like shooting some guy’s best friend in the face and then going up to 
him and saying ‘Hey, your friend had a good head on his shoulders... Had.’ Naoto 
shook her head and rolled her eyes. Justin liked to pretend she was a bad liar, which 
admittedly she was when put on the spot, but then he turned around and pulled this 
crap. He was such a hypocrite, it almost hurt at times. 


“I'd never really thought about it, but I've had nothing but change since spring. The 
one thing I'm sure of is that being afraid of it never helps.” Naoto continued to muse 
to herself. She realized that everything was changing, not even in regards to the 
murder case and Personas and all that, but in herself. She had been acting like a 
guy for years now, and now suddenly the news had spelt out that she was a woman. 
It was like starting over again from the very beginning. And she didn’t have the 
slightest idea what to do now that she was at the beginning again. She was afraid of 
the unknown. She was afraid to change as much as she hated to admit it. “I need to 
change... And the desire to remain the same... They're mixed together... And it 
scares me.” 


“Take it from a guy who’s tried to be everything in the book when it comes to being 
a person; change is what you make of it.” Justin remarked after a while. Don’t get 
him wrong, he wasn’t trying to cheer her up or anything like that; he had no 
intention of making Naoto of all people feel better about herself as a person; but 
even then he couldn’t just stand there and ignore the matter all together. Especially 
when the topic at hand was one he could understand all to well. He had tried being 
the nice guy, he tried being the funny guy, the asshole, hell he even tried being that 
one emo kid that was always smoking cigarettes and talking about death and shit; 
but he was just so tired of trying to be what other people wanted him to be that he 
just stopped. It wasn’t like he was unaware he was kind of a douchebag; but he was 
so tired of trying to be what other people wanted him to be that he just didn’t even 
bother to change. Maybe he needed to realize he wasn’t changing who he was for 
other people; he’d be changing for himself. Maybe; but he never would. 


“So you know what it feels like...?” Naoto questioned, an almost sad tone to her 
voice. The whole connected to Justin in more ways than she realized thing kind of 
sucked, but she was way too confused to give a damn about petty grudges; 


especially since Justin didn’t seem too hostile about the topic. If anything it seemed 
like he could understand where she was coming from... well... besides from the 
whole genderswap thing. But he did know what it was like to try to be someone you 
were not; and perhaps to a lesser extent losing yourself in the process. In truth, 
Justin couldn’t really remember what he was like before he tried to change himself 
for other people. He’d like to think he was a good kid, but he couldn’t say without 
any reason of doubt. Justin nodded a bit, as irate as he seemed to be getting 
dragged into another person’s sob story. Just once, he’d like to NOT be that guy that 
was there for every fucking one. “...You know, you’ve never actually told me about 
yourself.” 


“...What?” Justin remarked with confusion. That was not something he expected 
from Naoto, nor a question he planned to answer. The less Naoto knew about him, 
his family, or Maya, the better off they would be. If she wanted to keep this working 
relationship in tact on as friendliest terms as possible, she would keep her nose out 
of his business. “Why are you asking me? You already have my file, why don’t you 
just look at that.” Justin remarked with annoyance before turning about to leave. He 
wasn’t in the mood for these games. She didn’t really care, so why should he. 


“| was referring more to what you’re like as a person.” Naoto clarified. Justin 
stopped in his tracks and sighed with annoyance, rubbing his forehead as he was 
struck by a sudden bout of anger induced headaches. He had to convince himself to 
ignore the hypocrisy. Did she give a damn what he or his sister was like as a person 
when she accused the both of them of murder? No she didn’t; so why the hell 
should she care now? Because Justin just so happened to hold the key to her self- 
esteem problems. She could go see a therapist for that; he could give less of a fuck. 
“| understand that you don’t like me, but at the very least I’d like to try to like you. 
But you’re not giving me much to work with here.” 


“Yeah, well I’m not a very likeable guy.” 


“Not if you don’t give people the chance to.” 


